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This play is dedicated to my son 
Nathaniel 
And to his beautiful bride 


Natalie 


May they live happily-ever-after! 


Characters: 


The Man: Michael Hanley, 62, the novelist. 


The Woman: Beth Summerland, 56, the columnist. 


Setting: 


Small waiting area. 
Janta Barbara ALToorc. 
Sanita Barbara, Calicornia. 


Author’s Note: 


THe Mel end The woman are alone in the weaLting 
area. 


There is a deliberate absence of stage 
direct Leones. 


Similarly (except in the final scene) the 
necessary silences and pauses are not indicated 
LM the Text. 


ALSO (except im the final scene) Gach Character 
speaks in the form of monologue. 


ete, 


“Hopeless Romantic” 


1-A. THE MAN: 

BLvUer, 

My teem! seys I'm bitter. 

Mevbe he's Tight. Letelv, food has tasted bitter, and 
when I look at the ocean, even that feels bitter. 

My OL tiaend Sicheard Carrigan says I’m bitter. 
Car¥igan with his forty-year=old Japaneses girlfriend 
eave: L a bre ret. 

Carrigan who used to suffer from insomnia has found a 
GUE and noW Can Sicep. 

Levely, When 1 Gan!’ Glesp, CL think of Carrigan and Ais 
little geisha. 

Carrigan who wants to write my biography. 

Absolutely mot! I don’t care how many years we’ ve 
known each other, there’s absolutely no question of a 
biogtapny. Net meow, atid not a@fber Tm ene Tia é 
what I have to tell my lawyer. 


The DLOgrephy Gk a writer -—= ridiculous. 


Who knows the first thing about anybody’s life? 

Did I write what I wanted to write? Never. I wrote 
what I was Capable of writing, not what I wanted to. 
All YOU €vér dO. 1S what you t6é capable of. 

How can your complete works, your contribution added to 
Lhe world, emaune Co anything more than a mishmash of 
approximations? 

fisn*°t the end result inevitable failure? 

Hemingway said that novels aren’t completed, they’re 
apandonued, So the only thing left to discuss are 
intentions. 

All RhOSe 1G1O0CS Giseussing their intentions, 

shoveling out opinions, not one of them who will admit 
the whole thing’s slipped away, the material’s 
uncontrollable, I can’t remember the original idea, and 
ail Lihel 6 leit 2S What came Lamping intco port. 

ALL Cheese Tdi1gts who turn 16 om book piograns |! 

And you’re not one of them, I suppose? 

Gg 


Oh, really? 


I’ve never appeared on a book program. Never so much 
as gone near one. 

Fane. You've Gone cEnase things, then,  hectoures:. 
Interviews, God knows how many! And innumerable 
Lunch IGns in your Hones. 

Barbara Walters! 

Yes, Barbara Walters, who makes it a point to mention 
every famous person she knows during an interview, as 
if the person she’s interviewing isn’t interesting 
enough. 

Barbara Walters would be far happier interviewing 
herself. 

Well then, tbhere’s Richard Carrigan. 

NO, G15 28 not a book program, it’s a Writer's 
Conterence, and I don’t speak at any event. 

L Gigculace. 

l Girculiete 86 my old friend Carrigan can get laid. 


Because i'm his friend, they slees with Huim- 


That’s the closest they can get to Michael Hanley. 
Opening their legs tor his old friend, Richard 


Carrigan. 


verrioan says be knews what my see Lite as like by =Ehe 
Way his Students screw him when I’m in town. 

I’ve asked him to describe a few of his encounters to 
see if I’m up to par. He confessed that for a while 
the intensity of his sex life had waned, but with this 
new book 2Ll 18 back (6 ICs eestatio norm. 

My novels must be well-received in Tokyo. 

How odd it is to have another human being step into the 
sex life I have yet to have. 

My agent takes ten percent. 

Peyvhaps Richard Carrigan should be charged some sort oF 
fee. 

BS Saye ee 2islenis co him, 

Everything comes from overseas now. 


[Including Carrcigen’ sa new gqiaritrisnd. 


Why write novels when I can hang out with you and get 
gizvise, He says. Isn't that way anyone writes 4 novel 
im tie Dirst place? To @et laid? 

Carrigan may be on to something. 

My son would never write a book. He told me that when 
he was eight, and his mind hasn’t changed. Now he’s 
twenty-seven he insists that it’s computer engineers 
tie Geb wed. 

Far more than novelists, he says. 

Jertrey’.¢ giriiviend 15 from Ecuador. G@uito, Ecuador. 
L Call ber chick-Guito. Not Go Her face, of Course. 
Jeffrey orders for her at restaurants. She likes when 
he does this. Linda feels secure when Jeffrey places 
both their orders. 

They are cute together, Jeffrey and Linda. She is 
petite. She reminds me of a Martini olive. My 
computer engineer son is in love with a martini olive. 
I love Jeffrey very much. 


Jeffrey loves Linda. 


Therefore, 1 Love Linda Contraras. A Spanish martini 
Olive. And a speech teacher as well. 

Carrigen and Jéitrey have never met. I think T7111 Kees 
it that way. 

[it call my sen Trem the air. Perhaps he and martini 
olive wall meet me for a late dinnér at Tadish’s. O67 
somewhere on the Wharf, God forbid. 

Assuming I ever leave Santa Barbara. Once Oprah moved 
Nere, Chs planes take much Longer to leave. 

A SMart woman not afraid to speak her mind. One who 
orders her own food. 


“Hopeless Romantic.” 


1-B. THE WOMAN: 

There’ S nothing quate as interesting as tha art one 
finds hanging on the wall of an airport waiting area. 
A painting from another time and place. 

& cComlmeter Crain io San Luise Obispo in.1953, perhacs. 


There's 42 Mak Sitting by the window, looking ont. 


He has a high forehead, his eyes are sad, he’s about 
SLxey == 

Hes holding his hand in front of his mouth in an 
attitude of contemplation which conceals half his face. 
Outside, there’ s a woman standing on the DPlatrorm, wiih 
nex hands. im her pockets, wakching the train ga by. 
Benand Her is 4 Christmas trea. 

In the positions in which they find themselves, you 
could imagine that the two are looking at each other, 
however briefly. 

fae Gncouncer has no effect on either of them. 

What 18 if that they’ re both looking at? The familiar 
course of time. 

Time Caking Lts famiigar course. 

If what happens happens purely by chance, there’d be no 
reason LO cwell on this image. 

My godmother Virginia 28 dead. 

The world I’m looking at is a world in which my 


godmother Virginia no longer exists. 


In her room at the hospital, in a drawer, there was a 
Photegraph of me as a Littie girl. 

i’ Given Le ko Virginia shortly arber we meu, when we 
decided to adopt one another. 

At forty-four, IL got £6 have a godmother. For eight 
years, I got to have Virginia Cherrill as my godmother. 
Viroinia Cherriil who played the flower girl in “City 
b1gnts” -- with Charlie Chaplin -—- was now ty 
godmother. 

Virginege Chezrill who was once married to Cary Grant 
was now my godmother. 

Does this mean Cary Grant was my godfather? 

I’ll have to ask him someday. 

She said she kept my photograph in her room at the 
nOeSspical [or “protection.” She*d told that to the 
nurse. She was seventy-six. 

A woman who’d been in positions of authority all her 
life, a woman who’d known kings and queens and was a 
friend to Winston Churchill, a woman you could say was 


Waite worldly, &@ gocing aunt, ahd she’ d DrdughlL a 


photograph of me with her, to keep in a drawer in her 
bedside table. 

Wide would Virgimia Cherriil do naw? 

SHG" dad just do it. 

. Cogn. to mo ie. 

Dok. £ ene Gare. 

Beth Summerland who was not afraid to walk Pig we co 
sean Connery on Fifth Avenue, is unable to seize the 
MOMGhE She’ Ss WwalGced for for Lhirty wears. 

What’s it matter anyhow? 

LG WecCeLS « 

I can’t just sit here in silence, between now and the 
time our planes take off, and start reading “Hopeless 
ROmenclic. ” 

If I take “Hopeless Romantic” from my bandbag, I’ 11 
have to lean towards him and Say, excuse me, Mr. 
Hanley, it just so happens I’m in the middle of reading 
“Hopeless Romantic,” and Naluteally 2 wouldn’t be e6 
insensitive as to read Lt. 28 Etenk of you —— 


He" ll acknowledge me politely with a little smile. 


10. 


And any conversation from that point on will be 
impossible, because that’s the stupidest thang vou 
Could say. 

Were I ever to marry, I'd always wanted to write a book 
Called “The World’ s O1gest Living Bride.” ViLeginia 
used to laugh every time I mentioned it. 

NO, I Wor "s Mento Tb co you. 

What should I mention to you, Mr. Hanley? 


Wet As 1b you Wish to hear? 


2-A. THE MAN: 

Lm caroagt . 

i won" E write another novel. 

“HODELess Romantic” will be my last. 

There’s just so much a person can write about love. 
Thirty-four years of writing about love. 

Tira” s whet I nesd. fo ey A. rei! 

Carrigan will be in Alaska tomorrow. 

Gone off with his geisha on an Alaskan cruise to 


Tecover (From the Writer’s Conference. 


ati 


(ne sort of trip you make when you've been round the 
WOELO Thirty-six times, you're in the tWwiloagitc of your 
life, and What's left to you? 

Le. Ice and senruppi ng - 

Thet’s Tine. Tomight I'l) bhava Ginner with Jeffrey and 
Marcin Olaiwe, Perhaps I’ 11 let him order for me. 

Or course if Iny BOR decides to marry this gizl, 
everything Will change, 

it Wont Be jpst us Anymere. 

NO more dynamic duo. 

iit have Co tind a new dinner companion. 

i* itl have to Find somebody new with whom to play the 
pasta game. 

My son's game. The game Jeffrey created when he was 
Seven=years-old. 

People as pasta. 

We were watching Mickey Rooney on television, in “BOY'S 
town,” when Jeffrey said; “macaroni.” 

i ScCdadttled LO dish up another serving of macaroni, cur 


LAavOrLLe meal, when be peimted bo tha Ty. 


in» 


"Macerons,” he said. “That kid 2s 4 macaroni .” 

Since then, everyone my son and I come across has been 
paired up with a noodle. 

nos Deppsns during all of our restaurant Subings . 
Weil De im ehe Middle of a meal and somebody will walk 
by, and One of us will name the tyoe of pasta which 
best matches that person. 

We've done this for twenty years. 

then we li, Combine with our meal. Business as wena? ; 
A good people-as-pasta call must encapsulate a parson’ s 
Overall @irect on the world. 

It must incorporate physical appearance, of course, 
with personality, mannerisms, speech patterns, demeanor 
and what—notc. 

Jeffrey has made some brilliant calls over the years. 
Jodie Foster is also a macaroni, while Sophia horen is 
a lasagna. 

Oueen Elizabeth 1s a linguini. 

Prince Charles, on the other hand, is a corkscrew. 


NOG! COvarG, OL Course, 2s 2 bow—Eie. 


eos 


PaverooculL, God Pest His soul, 28 a Bigaeteni. 

OHe Nig, Lk Was Gitte late as I recald, I was 
watching an old John Wayne movie on A&E, when the 
telephone rang. 

it Was My son. 

‘ere You watching Lineal stutiaed shell on V2" be asked, 
Present company, however, is always accepted and exempt 
LEOM Cipgssz7 cacion as pasta. 

Penand is beck, Of €6ures, [ sea my son Jaffrey 2s 
LeLluceine. 

God Only knows how he envisions his 414 man. 

A faviol.? 

No,  Tnat’s Marien Brando. 

We made a pact some years back that Clint Eastwood has 
a MOnOpOLY On spaghetti, the thick kind, not the angel 
Wei; —— Chet’ Ss Gwywierth Palerow. 

I’m somewhat chewy..perhaps mostocolli. 

Forget Lhe Whart. We'll go to Tadish’s for a T—bone., 
i il heave Lo Keep my martini olive thoughts to myselt, 


JEZEL Fey Coesn’ . make wasta calls when he’s with Linda. 


dee 


He must be in love. 
CouL.a be the end of an era. 


A very good, twenty-year pasta run. 


2-H. THE WOMAN: 

iy godmetoer Virginia dian’ t like your books. 

DG Was Our only quarrel . 

one didn’t like your short sentences, your repetitions. 
pne Dlamed you for your world view. 

Véry negative, she used to sey. 

No, not all negative. 

Ive never thought you were negative, Mr. Hanley, quite 
the contrary. 

i‘ve always found you to inspire hepe im all things. 
All Lhe same, what a corneidence! What a cotncidence 
co fund you sitting Next to me in this e@irport. 
Virginia, who didn’t Like your books and didn’t like 
what she saw of you behind your books, said that your 
Gmedt stroke of luck was to have known how fo make 


yourself loveable to me. 


Hs 


she said that whenever she read you, she was searching 
ror that invisible quality which made me love you. 

iG €0e same way, 1, BOL that 2° d ever tell vou this, 1 
listened over and over again to that piece by Keith 
JaLSelt youre always talking about. 

I think what attracted me towards you in the first 
places was your —-— 1 was Going co say your Tove bub 
Loal’Ss Tol the word, no, that's not the word ab all == 
YOUL “ReALrmess” Lo fusic, your “bond” with musie, as ie 
Lhe Key of the lack of a key £6 aveérvehing was to be 
found there. 

AS IF maisic was the thing in the world most Lacking 
LOM see. Boi Lc. 

And that's what you were really searching for, since 


you wanted no “date with eternity” as such. 


3-A. THE MAN: 
People ask why I haven’t written more. Only six novels 


in all these years. I have the world’s slowest CYPLst, 


Lee” & Wir. 


Pee 


Maxine Matthews can’t type, can’t spell, can’t 
proofread. But she’s been my SSCretary fon. Circ y—-fous 
years, which makes her absolutely irreplaceable. 
Jeffrey says everyone else has a normal Secretary And 
you have Maxine. 

Maxine who is nearly eighty and half-blind. Maxine who 
FELfUSES CoO retire, 

Les, 1. have Maxine. 

L trust Maxie . 

Maxine tells me L should £411 in love or i’11 wing up a 
batter old mar. 

ft wasn’t a bitter writer. No, I never wrote with 
bitterness. 

BUC I delinitely won"k write anymore. 

Hopeless Rotianiie” will be my last. 

“Hopeless Romantic,” a clean book, straight up and down 


| fhe mag © still Heme te become. 


ats 


3-B. THE WOMAN: 

My desires have always outstripped whatever actually 
happened. 

Nothing ever lives up to desire. 

ANG you see, I can*t understand why it is we're Capable 
Or desiring so much when in the end we feel so little. 
Why is desire so extravagant compared to what actually 
happens? 

You talked about this, Mr. Hanley, in “The lest Room in 


where you're troubled about God and afraid that 


f 


Corn. 
just like the things you have experienced, when in fact 
you Go get to heaven, God himself might not live Up cS 
YOuE ceéeLre =~ 

Oray. Let's come down ta earth, dear, pretentious Mr. 
Henley. ~ Nould vou lave wa to my desire? 

You with your highly polished shoes, your aristocratic 
fingernails, you Fénaissance face, your mid-century 
elegance. 

Bim.  L SUSpect I'd Have tO say yes. 


My godmother did not see my attraction to YOu abt eult. 


ie 


Could I take out “Hopeless Romantic” and not say a 
word? 

Yes, I could read without raising my eyes, OoCcasi1onally 
looking up at the screen to make sure my lage 7S 
leavirg on ‘ime. 

i“ve spent my whole life with you, Mr. Hanley. 

Tiel 25 to say, I've SpeuL Che MOST 1MpoOrtant years Gi 
my tite with you. 

Which, ail the same, means I've spent my life with you, 
Decause tO arrive as elose to you as I feel I heave, «i 
PLaes fad to Beach the eqe IT am and experience 
everything in the way I've experienced and understood 
ita 

To be able to follow you down your road to what looks 
Like excees, I've had to practice all my life. 

1038 28 whet © think. 

You manufacture yourself, you shape the raw material, 
Eben you [ay 1. open to the world. 

For a long time I've been attracted to people who are 


LOrMAiLed Dy NON-Srop Surrerine. 


Les 


i seemed (Co me Ehak the desperate were the only 
profound, the only really attractive people. 
nundementally, if I'm honest, I thought them superior. 
For a long time I felt myself to be less interesting, 
no. LO say Less admirable, becauss T lowed life. 

Untit I had soma setbacks, shall we Say . 

You, on the other hand, claim not to love anything, you 
complain about everything, but in Your rage and in your 
energy | See lite atselt. 

Ana, HOt washing to infuriate you, I also see joy. 

1 Talk [G6 you secretly. 

Li My Living £POoom, im my bed, 4h my iittle home in 
Denver, L talk to you, 

Specrecly, 1 tell ven everything 1 €an mever tel i you. 
now (Oo epproach oti now, at thease respective stages of 
our lives, and say something appropriate. Something 
that won't embarrass either of us. pomething that’s 
not awkward. 

Yes, L could read without saying a word. 


Are Vou €VENn going Lo motice? 


ail 


Have You even locked my way? 

Since we've been seated in this waiting area, have you 
Faised your eyes in my direction a single time? 

When I'm not facing towards you, I feel as if you're 
watching me, but when I decide to connect with you 


Ssiiéntliy, you're somewhere else. 


4-A. THE MAN: 

Of LOp Of everything else, I seem to heave lost my 
number one fan. 

Sehe Lees hasn't the time tao discuss me Or Dy WOFK. 
Gene Lees, whom I've known since age six, who sells 
Snow blowers in Binghamton, New York, says my work 
“feels old.” 

Liat 1° Repeating myself. 

thet Fim no longer ofiginal. 

That's what he said about “Hopeless Romantic.” He 
detested it. Where's the hope, he says. 

L hope LO Hever see him again! 


iM eCSepeating myselrt. So? 


tod 


PU Sepeating myself. Yes. Of course Ty repeating 
myselr. That's what I do. What else is there to do? 
in fact, Mr. Snow Blower, you didn't even use the 
phrase “repeat yourself.” If you's said “Michacl. 
you're repeating yourselft,” I would have sensed some 
small degree of pleasant faliliarity in bie “you're 
repeating yourself” part. I would have discerned the 
SCLEection, the affectionate bliuntness of am old, dear 
Lriend. 

But what you did say, so embarrassed that you were 
SQULEMAING S@FGtind like -« Losclage Girl, wes “Let's were 
tiLbe, to's wairy Like Chings you've written batore._ 7 
Things I've written before which you adored, Gene Lees! 
PACS. Now there's been a Change of idol. 

What you adored, you adored when it was new, 
“undissected,” on the fringes of fashion. 

NOL Ofi¢Gineal, but new. 

I emphasize new, and not Srigipal. Two dlametri cally 
Opposed concepts. 


Could he perhaps mean stale? 


eA 


Or worse..tired? 

let 8 face it; when it comes down to it, you've never 
experienced what vou extol most ia your books. 
You've never experienced unconditional love. 

With defirey, yes, of course, He's your son. 

But how about with a woman? 

ine Novelty of falling crazy, head-over=heales in love, 
just like that? 

Ab iy ages Ther would be mew, 

What @fe Vou Saying that’s new? 

Wno's Your new idol, Gene Lees? 


Who's your new idol? 


4-B. THE WOMAN: 


You're a man with whom I'd like to have discussed 


Serre, thangs . 
I, who was so biased in favor of men, ended Up Luria 
My beck Gm theixc friendships . 


My best friends, my few rare and singular friends, are 


NOW WOMEN « 


ae 


Tet women would turn out to be battar friends te me 
than men is a development I could never have predicted. 
YOu Can thank John Benedict for that. 

Dr. John Benedict was a deantist, and he toid me he wes 
SlIgieClLYy Ty love with me. 

In that charming way men have of being slightly in love 
WIth you. 

We Gated ten two years, durang which time © had very 
clean teeth. 

Two, sometimes three times a week, we would meet for 
danner, then xeturn to his place and watch a movie of 
oN « 

We made love, yes, but not every time. John and 1 were 
“comfortable” together. I laughed a great deal with 
wOrh. | 

IG Was @ iOmg Lime Since i Had taughed. 

AIMOSt. CAN years as a matter of fact. 

I'd dated rarely and John was a welcome relief. 

By tne way, 2 ve often laughed in your cdnipany, Mr. 


Hanley. 


28. 


So one day, John Benedict arrived with a woman. 

He thought it acceptable to bring a woman with him to 
our lunch date. Her name was Valerie, and she was one 
OL ie patient 4. 

Ie Text day, dohm Calls me on fha phone and asks, 
“Would you end 1. Still be friends Gf I married someone 
else?” 

i was dumbiounded. 

Then, John télls me bow much I'd like Valerie and how 
well he thought we'd get along. 

Ho Committe the sin of compating us. 

AnO worse, he begins to ask for my advice! 

I Was WeEryY Civiliiged about it. 

To have often been civilized about things is perheps 
where I"ve gone wrong in life. 

John married the woman and they had a child. 

Jéeramy. 

We would still have lunch Occasionally. Both 
pretending, in a way, we'd never been anything more 


than casual friapade. 


AD. 


But, getting back to that day when John showed uo cS 
Qur .uneh date with Valerie, 

1naG evening, 1 cpened your novel, ~The Biecyels 
Approach,” to the page where the woman, ADiGail, Asks a 
man out on a date, aman she's liked for some time. 

i take Oopeming to that very PAGE as en Omen, as a 
message from my favorite author to not be afraid to “EO 
back out there.” 

So, the very next day, I ask a man I'd admired for some 
time to dinner. 

Area be said yes! Gordon Ukovich, the SEOCKDroker, 
SCCeprs MY Liv taticn ! 


ue eee Ce Min Le eit nmigely, Me, Hanley. 


But then here comes this part -~ after a dozen or so 
ouUbIagGSs -~ dintwers, & concert, & few long walks -- we 
end up at my house. I have a small house down the 


SLLSSE LEOom & granmar school. 
T’dad invited Gordon Ukowich, the SLOCKDrOREr, LO dibner. 
He Brought with him a bottle of Pinot Grigio and we 


drank it as I cooked angel hair pasta with fresh 


£6. 


tomatoes and basil from my garden. I write a garden 
cOLUnn tor the Denver Post. 

Dinner was wonderful and, well, after helping me clear 
the dishes, Gordon Ukovich takes out a Compact disc and 
Pieces At 18h the sheared. 

we dance for two hours in the Liane room. 

We make out like teenagers during “Biueberry Hill. * 
Gordon leads me to the bedroom and we take off each 
oOLnen’ Ss Globning. It had been vears for me. 

JUST I1ke in “The Bleyole Approach.” Just like 
Abigail. Of ¢ommpe IT thought o£ you, Mr. Hanley. I 
thought, Michael Hanley would give a thumbs up Lo old 
Beth Summerland getting some! 

And that's when everything turned..sour. 

Gordon gets up, goes into the bathroom and shuts the 
GOOr.. 

Time passes... Tog much time. 

i put on my robe and walk down the hall to see if he's 


Okay. 


2 


I worry that he may have snuck out the window. No such 
imGk. 

ihe BOUnCd 16 Unmictakabia. Gordon UKOvich, ts 
stockbroker, is throwing up. 

I immediately believe I'd poisoned him with my dinner. 
I £66) Horrible. But than he SNergas, sm ling . 

And he explains. 

Ho Nemed thea syndrome, [ can't recall ifs exact name . 
PUL Gordon Ukoyich cannot make love unless ne Youics 
ieee 

Its tee you, Beth, ka said. Tea everybody. 

i Should hewe ssid s0iiething, Ha sa%d. Buk don't 
worry, I'm okay now. Are you ready, Beth? 

NO Was HOT. 

lwo weeks later I'm on the West Coast, in Montecito, 
covering the annual flower show. t'm Standing beside 
an older woman and the two of us are admiring the 
yellow roses. 

The woman introduces herself as VifGiaie Cherraid., We 


IMmmeiacely take £6 ome another and she IIVLESs Me ce 


PIG 


her home on Ashley Road the following afternoon for 


tea. 


Woen 1 arrive, [am led t6 the backyard where I see the 
most beautiful rose bushes! 

Aller AabOUL an bour, Virginia and 1 decide €o adopt 
S20 Other. 

Since she's never had Chiildtenm, 2b"s daecided I shail 
become her godchild, and she my godmother. We figured 
it beat dating! 

Even more interesting, I am introduced to Father We Pe | 
Cordane, an old friend of Virg@inaa*s, whe inguixes ac 
LO Where I was baptized. It!s so Panny, lo Eel Bim, 
i'd been meaning to get bapticed: one GAY. 

So there we were, Virginia, Father Cordano and myself, 
beside the marble fountain in her backyard, under the 
rose trellis with the pretty yellow roses on a ues atc 
April afternoon. 

Ano | was baptized in the fotntain. 


I felt reborn. 


ee 


And Tor the next eight years, VLEGiINGada and Lf spoke 
often on the telephone and we exchanged a great many 


LPECAre . 


tf would make it a point to SLOP if Santa Barbara 
whenever I was out West, and my godmother would have 
the guest room set up for me. Always with roses from 
her garden. 

Barly on, Virginia made me promise that if ever I were 
Co marry, the ceremony would be held in her rose 
Garoesn. 

Of course I agreed, although things were not looking 
too promising on the wedding front. 

My godmother's descriptions of her huropean adventures 
WEES SO Vivill Lihat I felt as ff E'd been: on hem 
Nyse... 

Virgina Cherrill instilled hope in an often hopeless 
world. 

I'm not sure why she didn't like Your beoks. To me, 


they inspire nothing but hope. Your stories, when they 


3) . 


are over, make me miss things that never happened in 
Lhe pook Lose] tf, 

i Miss, Cesperately, what so clearly has Yee CO cceur. 
lc s€e tois as hope. 

t told VitgG@inaa I hac a crush On you. She confided 
tHat she still loved Cary Grant, although: theiz 
marriage was brief. 

Ole Gey I Jue.WJUne Tourteenth £6 be exact, thie was 
two years ago, J was in Los Angeles covering a trade 
snow and Laought Id rent a car amd drive §6 Sante 
Bartiera and surprise my qodmother. 

it was a Sunday and a “For Sale” sign had been placed 
on the front Lawn. 

I'd not heard from Virginia in almost three months and 
was horrified to learn why. 

ue Healtver, Naomi. Nemion, was vary esweeb. Ste 
represented the Cherrill Family Trust, which more or 
less Gonsisted of Benjamin, Virginia's nephew. 


But she knew all about me. 


Subic 


She knew about me because it was Stipulated in 
Virginia's will thet any subsequent owner of her house 
must agree that Beth Summerland be permitted to marry 
in her backyard -- beside the roses. 

That afternoon, I began a tradition that continues to 
Chae aay. 

Whenever | am on the West Coast, I make it a DOLE "Eo 
visit Santa Barbara, if only for a few hours. 

I travel to Ashley Road and sneak up the side of 
VLEGilgia'’s house. I take Pruners With me. When 06 
Cars are passing by, I clip a few yellow roses and then 
head towards the Santa Barbara _oueGery. 

There's a bronze flower holder attached iO 4 Wea. 1S 
Che left of the name Virginia Cherrill. 

I know she's smiling as I place the roses from her 
Garden 2m Cae holder. 

I Ueually, at thal moment, picture the two of ue 
LOGELISGr In Paris an the late Twenties. Thr my dream, 
Virginia and I are the same age. We're young women 


gallivanting about Bohemian Paris! 
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Then I’11 walk outside and look at the ocean, towards 
the Channel Islands. 

Poen, 1°11. tite toward the MOuUntTaInNS,; In the direction 
Ge Virginia's old pause. 

I won't stand there looking too Lond. 

Uetialivy, Li) Bave- 2 cab Wilting CO take ma Eo the 
aLEpOLe 26 Ll did todey. 

Even though I"m standing in the middie of Santa Barbara 
Cemetery, I feel as I do when I finish one of your 
books. 

I 2eet hope. Hope for a better 1lifé, for myself and 
for the world around me. 

How oddly wonderful that Virginia Cherrill, who 
portrayed the blind flower girl who gave roses to 
Charlie Chaplin tor all the world to see, would now, 
more than seventy years later, have Beth Cnrmmat tenia 
Dranging Llowers to her, 


I'm afraid I miss my godmother LerEi bly, Me. Henley. 


Shs 


5-A. THE MAN: 

Novels are supposed to be like children. 

Their completion is supposed to be like birth. 

What a load of crap. 

[ was in the delivery room when Jeffrey was born and it 
Was @ LAr GLiterent experience than PINES 2 Nove, 
L must say l'm fomd of my son, and all of my books. 

All except “The Bicycle Approach.” It sounded GOOG BE 
Lhe Tame 16 was written. 

How could my father have done it? 

How could a father place his three-year-old son on a 
bicycle and push him down a steep fall? You'll either 
Start peddling of you'll fall, he said. That's how 
LLES works, he said. 

i Cenc fall, BG what. - digntt aii. 

AAversity bulids chatacter, my father said. 

My father, who wanted to build character, would lock me 
in closet. 

FOr nO EPeason. Because he could, 


Nowadays such actions lead to arrest. 
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MY MOLKDer pit up with a lot from my Old man. 

Before she died, before she fell "suddenly ail,” as we 
would tell people, she would bLOLerSate his moods. 

I've always wondered how ditterentiy things would have 
turned out had my mother not died so Ssativy. Would 3 
have siblings ? 

PEOEners ened Sisters to tell me hoew «so lave my life? 

I never treated Jeffrey in such a manner. 

i @aiways. Gold Hitk ho be anything he wanted. Some 
EGLOeLSs Co Lage, yes. DULL OLDeErs, like iaate. they say, 
“I didn’t have it easy, so neither will your” 

If the Rockefellers did it that way, each generation 
WOULD Start irom scovatch. 

t wanted to be nothing like my father. 

t told him one day, before I moved OUT, That my 
intention was to be a writer. 

He just sat there and said nothing. 

Then he laughed and said that WELLING 26 42 Lomely 


profession. 


a's 


Well, my father said, at least you're not 
GLaustrophobic. 

I've never ridiculed iy #00, 7Jerrrey 18 a good boy. 
Jeffrey never speaks of his mother funn nG OL ofr us, 
ULE £6 the Virgin Islands to “find hersei+t.“ 

ner TPiends assured me it was 4 phase. 

Leaving her husband and three-year-old son was a phase. 
A phase that has lasted twenty-four years! 

Jeitrey never speaks of it. Not ever. 

His mother came to his high-school graduation. Tire 
DLgges: day Gk Jéfirey's life, lip €o that poidt, and 
his mother shows up. Unannounced. 

sie mist have “found” herseal. 

Jeffrey is very happy with his girlfriend. 

He doesn't say much, but he's made one Chain) Gilets 
Clear: Jeffrey never wants to be left. 

Neither Jeffrey nox his father want to be left. 

Not ever! 

I could have-done without “The Bicycle Approach.” 


billy book. 


iow 


Not my best work. 

fo write as I do, about love and hope == and faith —- 
people think I must have had good role models. 

People who taught me walues. 

Wheat 26 1 Chat's really of value? 

Marriage, perhaps? 

Could Michael Hanley get married again? 

Excellent question. 

she'd have to never leave me. 


She'd have to never leave my son. 


5-B. THE WOMAN : 

You once said in interview that as a writer you had no 
opinions and that you had no intention of saying 
anything whatsoever on any given subject, that you 
greatly admired philosophers, or mathematicians, anyone 
Loom the world of ideas. 

That you yourself had done nothing but notice certain 
things and interpret what you'd noticed, but that 


hever, never in a million years, Had your writing shown 


ats 


any tendency of inclination £6 Snter the world of 
ideas. 

You said in this interview that ideas about the world 
wete, SLErLOtly Speaking, of mo value in the practice Gt 
literature. 

pieer Nypoocriay. 

i've Never tound anything if aly Of your books whieh 
cOSSn © EXPeESSs in a Conmipletely personal way your view 
of the world. 

Ven Your Gnergy 25 4 view of the world. 

{Our AULLCLaCC1 6m fo figance is a wiew of Lhe world. 

Your disinclination to do the simple thing is a view of 
the world. 

Reading your interview, I finally grasped something 
unexpected: your fear of being understood, Mr. Hanley. 
YOU Cover your tracks, you personally invent protective 
misunderstandings, because you're haunted by the fear 


of being understood. 
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A judicious helping of Impenetrability as how vou avert 
Chis Great misfortine and preserve your prestige 
LaLa. 

You continually mention a distaste for the “here and 
now.” 

In “Hopeless Romantic,” which is in my nandbag, your 
nera, your alter eqo, claims he only wanted to be ina 
position of authority in order to be able to abdicate. 
When Are you, my dear writer, planning fo ebdicate? 

i S6S MO Signs of abdication anywhere. Not if your 
FIIxetatious isolation and not in these immoderately 
offhand comments you squeeze out about yourself. 

And Certainly not if your writing. 

In “Hopeless Romantic,” you don't for one second give 
Up emy Of toe aligsione Gf Che Allman race. 

[t ever aman was far from giving them up, it’s you, my 
Boor aa Thing, 

It's absurd to feel intimidated by you. 


Really Ficiculous.. 


a2 


“wt. Henley, Chance, wonderful chance —— Or rather, 
chance, quite simply -- chance has decreed ciat L 
Should meet you at this Si rportt Can't resist LeLiing 
VOUs.” 

And what are you going to tell him? 

How will you fight your way up from that kind of 
affection? 

“Me. Hanley, I'm prepared, hare and How, LO Bom on 4 
plane and journey with you to the ends of the Earth.” 
Just to see his face, I should do it. 

it he laughs, if his face lights up and he genuinely 
laughs, then he's the man I think he is. 

Lone on, Beh, lite is shert. 

And what if he doesn't laugh? 

If he doesn't laugh, then he's not the man you think he 
Le 

YOU" li have to face The bitter Peality Lhak wou we 
barked up the wrong tree for half your life. 


Then you'll be so ashamed, you'll run to the ladies 


room and stay there until you know he's gone. 


40, 


fou ii Miss your flight amd be forced fo stay the 
Hage. 

LOMOEEOW, PFLOE £6 your COpearimre, you'll paya@ viet 
tO Ehé Cemetery ahd confess the biunder fe your 
godmother. 

You'li be forever changed. Your ESA lLLEY, your world, 
will be rocked. 

And what if he genuinely does laugh? 


YOu" De Not making this easy, Mr. Hanley. 


6-A. THE MAN: 

Iwenty more minutes, Charcy at the most, IT should be on 
the plane. 

Strange this woman doesn't read anyr ning . 

A woman who doesn't read anything, not even a beauty 
Magazine. Or a néwepaper. 

NO more books for me. 

Perhaps I should write for the theatre? 

cod, no! 


now Could if €Wen Gross my mind! 


ail. 


Just what I need, another venue in which to jerk myself 
Olek 4 

i Gant stand che theatre. 

I can't stand the people who attend the theatre. 

Tie Way they Laugh in that fake, deathly way. 

Laughter congratulating itself for being intelligent 
enough to know why it's being laughed. 

m LIC ie “ia” laugh In several stages, 

And over nothing! 

A Man says to his wife, thank you, dinner was 
delicious. The wife says, isn't it always? And the 
audience —- Hahahahaha . 

Uf, Ghee Tebephonme rings, aid Lhe man save, when aiid 
that damn phone ever stop ringing? And -- hahahahaha. 
You did what, you misplaced your keys again? 
Hahahahaha. 

Blowhards paying eighty dollars a ticket to impress 
CHesr dates and laugh about nothing: 


it you ask mé, those people are the show. 
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Will anyone ever have the courage to admit bating 
“Measure for Measure?” I'd DreTSsr watching Barbara 
Walters than to ever have to endure another proaduetzon 
of “Measure For Measure.” 

Maybe I could grow flowers like my mother. She had a 
small greenhouse in our backyard and would grow 
Orenads . 

She would give them away. Never would my mother charge 
money for them. 

some say that having a green thumb is genetic. 

I should construct a greenhouse, that's whet my Sou 
tells me. 

Jeriney telis me I'd be much happier if T had a garden. 
said he'd help me take care of it. 

Jettrey says I've spent all my life alone in a room and 
now 2's tame to G6 outside. 

Orchids in the greenhouse, and perhaps roses outside. 

I would give them away, like my mother. 

My oldest friend Gene Lees doesn't care for my latest 


book. 


AD 


hie Jest Book. 


Is there today one single person in the whole world who 


just might understand “Hopeless Romantic?” 


6-B. THE WOMAN: 

My (rience no Lomger attempt Eo Fiz me ue. 

NOW, Loey Tuet trey ta fix me. 

Me, tire Queen of Blind Dates, The World's Ola@est 
Living Bride-to-Be. 

Lom Beelly oot all that fussy. 

Wary, yes, but my standards have dropped considerably. 
Prom wheavever they omce were, IT can't quite remember. 
One day, Mr. Hatley, I drafted otr wedding invitation. 
[ was working at my computer and the idea just popped 
into my head. 

With all Oue respect to you, I decided to reer airy 
maiden name, and add Hanley with a hyphen. 

Elizabeth Summerland-Hanley. So as to maintain my own 
identity and not jump head-first into yours. You must 


Sec hie c 2 -Len, 
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Unless of course you object. Which I doubt Vou wal . 
Elizabeth Summerland and Michael Hanley invite you to 
Share 1m the joy 6f their Mace Lage, 6th Sunday, June 
Whalever, at one o'Glock in the sFtaracon. Reception 
to follow. Simple. We can work on the menu together. 
You will love my godmother's garden, Mr. Hanley. 
Okey.Michael. £'ll invite my sister, Jiil, Bhe fates 
ever yoody, 86 don't Fake it personally, she"s studying 
to be a therapist. 

Ana 1 have thirteen friends, 1 call then my baker's 
dozen, and a few aunts and cousins. 

Lf someone doesn’t wish to travel to Santa Barbara, 


they can kick rocks, as they say. 


You will like my friend, Charlotte. We were born on 
the seme day. 6héa"s & civorce attorney who was once 
Married Lo Lhe governor of Alaske. Bill Clinton hit on 


her at a Lundraisar. 
Anyway, Charlotte is very suspicious of everything, and 
sie’ S alSG an insomiiac. dust like your character 


Holtan from “Hopeless Romantic.” Very much like him. 
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I pointed this out to Charlotte and she didn't see it. 
I Peeliey, My friend Chariotte is ene of your 
Characters. 

I wonder, if they were to read you, would your 
characters like you? 

Let S amegine Heltan reading “Hopeless Romantic.” 

T'd say he'd get impatient after about two pages! 

Also, I should let you know that my L£Friend Charlotte is 
a Dypochondriac. 

ah cet ehe gies, she teld me, “Tl dont’ want a Single 
WOrd Spokeh at ty funeral. Ba so gooG as to be there 
to 6} Gheck .” 

i €@Skec about music And suggested Depussy, but 
Charlotte said that would be too romantic, so Debussy 
was nixed. 

Between you and me, should Charlotte die before me, I 
Will play “Claire dé Lune” at her funeral. Tt would be 
a sweet departure. 

We would have a nice life together, Mr. Hanley. 


& Very nice life. 
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7T-A. THE MAN: 

TO Chink, all those years. 4f@d 7 knew nothing about 
Debussy. 

Thirty years without Hé6éaFing a note of Debussy. 

i GOc thtougn “Claire de Lune” alld right the day before 
VeSTeroAy . 

HOt Mrs. Balian to suggest “Tha Cathedrale Sng Louti &, “ 
she must have been impressed by the progress I'we made. 
Good idea to take up the piano again. 

There's béen a maturing..a mental leap forward... 

My son likes that I take piano lessons. says I've been 
“Eoo pigesd off.” 

it*s true I'm ready to actLempcr “ha Cathedrals 

eng lodiie,” 

There are two reasons behind my progress. 

First, I'm getting better and better at sight readies. 
Thanks to Bach, Pi POLCSH Used LO 6 strong, quick 


lett Dahnd, which Gompels you io anticipate . 
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Ang secondly, I*‘we suceeaded in hearing myself. Easy 
enough to hear other people play. It's hearing 

OneSse lt, chet's what's difiiaeult. 

And L've always had a feeling for Schumann. Now that 
I've matured. 

“Wouel als Prophet,” that's what T mist Dler ea. . ive 11. 
be my next piece. 

Or I could paint. No. Too many actors and writers and 
Singers who abdicate decide they're the next Van Gogh. 
VULUe embarrassitigq, if You think about 2t. 

fennesses Willidéms the painter. 

Tony Bennerct the painter, 

it I were a painter, I‘d draw this woman's £4064. 

Lee's On interesting face. 

A lonely face. 

A kind face. 


ime face of aA womatl who might fire the imagination. 
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7-B. THE WOMAN: 

When my friend Charlotte said to me nol to play 
anything that seemed too Fomantic, I Laughed. 

She said, how can you laugh? 

She said, don't you remember telling me not to let them 
put your age in the paper if you die? 

SO which of us is more frivolous? 

Frivolous beyond the Grave, are we. 

HOW tO ecoent that somebody we loved is dead. 

How to accept that the world contains one less person 
to love us... 

wy Parents are cqone, 

My former fiancé, gone ieatiy thirty veers , 

SO many friends, dead. 

Virginia, dead. 

How to accept never being in control of time Or 
loneliness. 


it, Was 2 Good idea to Hayve my Haze done before I Terr, 
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bast time Daisy made it too dark, but this time she's 


dome it well, 1 teid her te wake the Ssilvér strands 
disappear. 
And I was right to wear my lavender dress. I needn't 


have worried I'd be cold in Lt, and it Gives me an six 
of mystery. 

If that idiotic writer were to diance over ib my 
direction, he would see me at my best. 

at Jeast thats s0me satisfaction. 

wo you think nian hasn*t changed since the Stone Age? 
im dying to ask you that question. Do you really 
Cibk, a8 you maintain in “Hopeless Romantic,” that 
man's knowledge is the Only Ching about him that’s 
evolved? 

Its HOt your Invention, the theory that knowledge 
Makes no difference. 

Of course Te asi’, re you Oevelop it with S6 mach 
Cyr C1. Si. 


Your outlook can be so cynical. 


ou 


it - 2A8iSt on talking £6 you shout CHe¥Fiscre = even 
Chough it's itt secret ~- it's because in my mind there 
are SO many ways the two of you are connected. 

Gia Gay I’m wearching the news om TY and tke President 
announces the fall ef the Berlin Wall. 

Fine, my friend Charlotte Said, VY6S, 86 what. Tts 
coming down won't improve the behavior of mankind. 
DSep cdewn 2 wonder if there wasn'™t a touch of Wealousy 
a her antipathy towards you. It must have annoyed her 
that £ kept unearthing her character and her thoughts 
im your books. 

Gharlotte was always SxXCeSSively cynical, ike Holtan, 
and like you. 

An attractiveness essentially based on character flaws. 
I was feeling so low when I packed last Hoa 

DO Men ever suffer that kind of low? 

Proll Telit sec this morning. 

sad at the cemetery. 

I miss my parents. 


I missed my former fiancé for the longest time. 


oa 


A woman who sneaks onto her godmother's former property 
LO SNacLen roses and bring them to the cemetery, with 
NnOovoing else to read but “Hopeless Romantic,” is a 
deeply depressed woman. 

One day I'd like someone to explain to me why sadness 
always catches you by surprise, when everything seems 
unser control , 

Wheat the bell, I'm taking out the book. 

ocrew him, I'm taking out the book, placing myself so 
he can seé me, and reading. 

He Can't MOC. Peace . 

He can't watch me embarking on an intimate reletionship 
with him six feet away without revealing himself. 

What were you doing in Santa Barbara? 

The Writer’ s Conference? No, a writer with vous 
Nacure, Lit etatioupliy anti-social, doesn*t turn nea 
Bie Writer’ s Conterence . 

Wouldn't be caught dead there. 

So what can you be doing here? 


Are you here to meet me? 


Oe. 


Oh, God, make him speak to me! 


S-A. THE MAN: 

What was she doing in Santa Barbara? 

Dida" t See her ai the Writer’s Comterence, theatts a 
plus. 1 wetid heave noticed far sure. 

This woman in the lavender dress. 

IL dike ber. THis woman who doesnu'*t read. 

NOE @ Good S1¢qn. 

Plus anybody I find remotely attractive is having mad, 
passionate sex with someone else. 

Usvadiy @ Men. 

has She vaslted a relative? 

A work assignment? 

No wedding Fring, So there's no husband, A lover, yes. 
id CaS bam Aocustrey. Becel len. 

On her way home from a tryst. 

I like her. 


A woman who does not commit easily. 


oor 


A woman who knows what she wants and is not afraid to 
get 20. 
Should I approach her? 
What would I say? 
tne Bicycle Approach. 
[He speaks to her: ] 
Please, excuse me, do you 
know if it's supposed to 


rain tonight? Have you heard...? 


8-B. THE WOMAN: 

NO, tL haven't heard, but 

i gon’ Gagnk: 6a. 

(Back Into Monologue] 
You answered my prayer! 
such a Crivial prayer and you answered it. 
hastened bo 4a Couple OF ANSignLiicant words which comid 
have no possible bearing on the higher course of time 


and tide. 
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Oh, God, have I ever once prayed to you without asking 
for a favor? 

Maybe I ought not to get £6 kmow you, Mr. Hanley. 
cpuppose 1 don't like you? Why take the risk of no 
Longer being able to love you? 

i'm told there ien't necessarily an intimate line 
between a man and his work. 

But how can that be possible? 

NO. NOC 1 Your case, my dear. You ecan"t write Jove 
Stories, and characters as you do, in a disconnected 
state. 

i should have... should have said something £6 keep the 
conversation going. What a fool! I was caught by 
Surprise. 

Now He's sunk back, deep in his thoughts. 

What a dimwit I am. 

However, now I have a perfect right to break the 
Silence as well. 

Even if 1 Omly do it once. 


But what would I say? 


oe 


I Need SONSLhang appropriate, not heavy. I-.don*t want 
LO Mane him think I'm & nut. Or worse =— am cbseaessed 


fan. 


What leads from the rain? Not the best starting point. 


9-A. THE MAN: 

An intellectual. if kaew it. 

You Can tell by the voice. Very affecting. 

The voice of a well-read person. 

A hint of strangeness . 

Per 20Oyer"s €@ BpilOC. Why nar? 

Nou @ batiner, but @ pilot. -About to Liv, 

phe"s Leaking the Clight to Denver is my guess. 

He Cekes ber places, as she likes to travel, and 
SUEprIS6s her with Gifts to divert her attention from 
His other atfairs. 

Deep Cown she knows this, but takes cGomtorl from his 
company nonetheless. 


Pilets are slimy creatures. 
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He's a married pilot but claims his wife is terminally 
id. He's her care-giver, he Says. 

She's in over her head and needs another man, an 
available one such as myself, to pluek ber trom Has 
polygamous tentacles. 

{@58,; WS Could Crave! together. 

NOULd such a thing be sossibla? 

Qf €ourse 2c could, 

Tomorrow, we could be in Buenos ALCS, Welking saan ate 
galleries, and we'll happen upon a painting which 
strongly resembles you, by some yet-to-be-discovered 
Hester: ihe painting is calied “Phe Portraits And 
Dreams of Giovanna Alviste.” In it, you're leaning 
forward slightly, three quarters in shadow, booking oat 
a window at a blurred landscape with a bridge. 

We both stop dead in our tracks at the gallery. 

Because there on the canvas are your unmistakable 
teatures, your Wary particular eyes, Gazing Sout iy a 


distinctly watchful and supercilious way. 


et 


i buy the painting and tell you I’m going to keap it in 
my bedroom so I can contemplate you every day with 
ComplLeve impuniEy . 

You laugh. 


You laugh and try to remember who you were when you 


were Giovanna Alviste. 


9-B. THE WOMAN: 

lt Love traveling. 

mS SOO as f£ set foot in Denver, 1 shall bea another 
person. 

The one who arrives is always another person. 

Ame SO it 1s that one progresses, from one person to 
the ext, vwmtil it ae Cover. 

Mr. Haniey, you rested your eves on me in a certain 
Wey. TIMES Was a QUSslion Mark in your bright eves. 
Pol 2. DELS anstant dn your lite, toseably, 
IMperCeptibie even to yourself, I"m sure T had Série 
SelLrect on you. 


What was your question? 


Be 


Whatever it is, the answer's yes! 

(Tes, i's me 

i*m Lhe one who, Secretly, Gne cay, will make off with 
VEur worried. 

i'm the ome. i111 make off with your light, your face, 
your Happy hours ox sad, the days and nights your name 
LS WEeEecten On... 

I'm the one. The one who loved you, who colored you 
according to my inclinations, the one who studied every 
Subject under your perpetual catechi en. 

i Shail abolish you. £ shall make off with you when my 
time is up, and nothing will remain of you or anything 
else. 

That was my answer when you rested your eyes on me and 


Spoke £0 me Of Frain. 


10-A. THE MAN: 
i‘*ve always regretted my moments of wirtue. 
AJ. those “noble” gestures, after which i've always 


discovered some tainted reason for having made them. 


of 


Like Showing up et Carrigan’s Writer’s Conférence. 
People Keep calking to me about books I wrote Lm rey 
Vears ago | 

I can't even remember what “The Last Room in Town” was 
all @5OuL.  Sehicusiy, I"ve no idea. Carrigan 1aked 
26 Leg Reon in town,” soa did everybody else. Great. 
Obviously he re-réad it a couple of weeks ago, so AS 
far aS he's Concerned it's the present, Michael Hanley 
in the here and now, whereas for me it's a book written 
by somebody quite different. 

There's some misunderstanding about time. 

What we produce stagnates. Ossifies. Only plays an 
achive Part 1m GENEr people's minds. 

In time, what a man produces becomes what's furthest 
rom. (m.. 

lO Start with, what's he doing reading “The Last Room 
in Town?” 

instead of, Let's say, “Memoi® Noir,” which is far 
better. 


Not £0 mention “Hopeless Romantic.” 
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Which [ actually would have disapproved of, because 
LOS £OG Hecent . 

Ali in all, I prefer that he dug up “The Last Room” 
rather than plunging into “Hopeless Romantic.” 
Plunging into “Hopeless Romantic” before we'd met to 
discuss it would have been the worst sort of blunder. 
Even by Carrigan's standards. And he doesn't set the 


bat aii @her hie. 


10-B. THE WOMAN: 

Half a lifetime ago, when I was twenty-eight, Detective 
Ray Morowski entered my life. 

A simple knock on the door that changed everything. 
Twenty-eight years ago. 

My fiance had been murdered. 

My lover had been murdered. 

Daniel Reneer was dead. 

Danny and i had met in Florida and fallen im love 


Grgele | ys 


He had just gotten his law degree and was studying for 
Ehe ber exams in Florida and New York. His Specialty 
was maritime law. 

Danny’ & parents had a beautiful old cabin crmiser they 
kept in Boca Raton, and we'd spend weeks at a time on 
Lt, Jumping from one Caribbean island to the next. 

I Wes Living- in New York al that time, end we'd fake 
CULMS Visiting each other, him up from Florida one 
week, me down from Manhattan the next. 

NO MOUCLVe was ever discovered for his death. 

No suspects, either. An unsolved homicide. 

t answered thousands of questions and racked my brain 
LOr two decades. Nothing. To my knowledge, Danny had 
NOL ean Ghemy if Che world and had mevar engaged in 
anything remotely illegal. 

Even Detective Morowski came to believe this. He said 
it was a random act. 

However, the manner in which my fiancé was -- murdered 
~~ SUGQSSLS Liat Li was nob @ random eet, oF a2 case of 


mistaken identity at all. 
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Danny was tortured. 

ALter that, his throat was out. 

Was Enere something L didn": Know about Danie! Layton 
Reneer’? 

i wore his Fing for several years. 

Iwo weeks after the funeral, I realized I'd missed my 
period. That often happens under duress, ny cere cor 
Seid. 

Wnen . missed it again the following month, I had a 
Leet . 

fit was the middle of August, and I was two months’ 


DEeaieiie .. 


11-A. THE MAN: 


Were I to marry Chis woman, TL enwisian An elopement to 


S LLehing Down. 

Fishing towns offer the best atmosphere for a wedding. 
Perhaps Italy..Portofino? 

No. 


Perhaps Ibiza..no. 


GD: 


Faojose dos Campos, a hundred miles from Buenos Aires. 
1es8,. Wery mace, 

i nepe she’s 06 put off by my being a writer. 

le SG, 2/1) €6 S6meching ales, "nm FeLiring anyway, 
Caco Ss Lae . 

ime Thought ot spending EhG Fest of my Life with 
Giovanna Alviste has fogged my brain. 

mi MY aGe, Ll could live without Dhe dating part. No 
nee £6 ail teat. 

[will @ook Tor you, Ms. Ailviste: 

I will flake you a Spanish omelet such as you've never 
known before. 

i Wi run your bath ap leave searet notes For you 
around the house. Notes you may find right away or 
discover years later. 

NOLGS thot ell say one thing: that vour essence, your 
Spirit, moves me. 

TWiit hide my books should you find that part of my 
life overbearing. 


Who says you have to like any of my books? 


64. 


You're an SElist, Lhec*s my Lhougnt. 

i PEOMLSée NOt C6 Stitie your creativity. 

Ef Will HOt smother you WLth my politics, either. 

I will, however, allow you to grow into the woman you 
wish to become. 

ite OoLmg Said, of course you are parfectly fine aust 
as you are. 

"OM, VWes,; Carrigan, this if my wie, Giovanna. 
Giovanna, Carrigan...” 

Take your little geisha, Richard Carriggn! Mest 


Giovanna Alviste! 


11-B. THE WOMAN: 

Danny and I had planned on children, He said our kids 
wouiG encapsulate the sum £otal of the best of us. 

eG bere IT was, working in Néw York City at the Robert 
sanders Gallery on Madison Avenue, and I'm expecting a 
baby in the spring. 

A widow == my Iriends referred to me as the Widow 


Summerland -- alone in Manhattan. 


G2. 


Mourning. Grieving. Expecting. 

I had no relatives within two thousand miles, and my 
best friend, Charlotte, had moved to France for at 
ISeSt & year. Tinuung is everything, £ told myself. 

And Mime was very much off, 

I received little sympathy from anybody. 

some people were bold enough to express shock, even 
dismay, that 1 had chosen to keen the baby. 

My baby. 

i Lelt so alene, 

Portunately, 1 had a womdertul obstetrician. 

Dr. Irving Weinstock was quite a compassionate man. He 
treated me as he would treat is own daughter. 

Ohne aiternoon in October, heaving tust come from my 
monthly check-up, I entered the Strand Bookstore, which 
was just two blocks from the doctor's office. 

"a Bad ah Ulina-setnd and learned I was Carrying 2 
baby Giri. 

so many thoughts raced through my head as I picked my 


wey Chrough the dollar books on the remainder tabie. 
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i IGund @ copy of “Memoiz Noir” and quickiy snatched it 
up. I should let you know that I always purchase 
copies of your bodks, because T'm forever lending them 
tO people who never give them back. 

A few weeks go by and it comes to me: the name of my 
baby comes to me. 

Rachel. Yes, Rachel. 

Arter the teenage girl in “Memoir Noir.” 

Of course I realized that projecting such expectations 
on BO my lattle Givi would result in @ somewhat 
PrECOC2OUS Ghiid, aad that I'd inevitably find myself 
ehesing her all over the globe. 

[0 be it. 

ti was excited about my new life with Rachel. 

opring Could gob arrive soon sanough. 

Then one afternoon, it was November seventh, I Lett tha 
gallery early and took the subway uptown to look at a 
Chagall == that Cumsd out 6 be a fake, by the way. 

i Was fungry and saw a tiny Chinese restaurant across 


the Srreer. 2 66 et a table by the front window, by 


67. 


myself of course, and watched the people go by as I 
ate. 

late @ iol. i was eating for two, as they say, so it 
was okay. 

I paid particular attention to women with strollers. 
That would soon be me. 

Back at my apartment, I felt feverish and clammy. TI 
was Sweating and a bit dizzy and needed to lay down. 
iney used MSG in the food, that's what I thought. 

Then if Bappened. I felt crampy. TAS Cramps wouldn't 
go away. 

i Caised Dr. Weinstock atid his service put me through 
to fis home om Long Island. 

It was dinnertime. 

i deseribed my Symptoms and the mext thing I know, I'm 
in an ambulance heading back uptown, to Lennox Hill 
Hospital. They had me in the delivery room within 
minutes. 


DE. Weinstock had stayed on Long Island. 


68. 


inere would not be enough time for him te make if Eo 
the hospital. 

Joey Cried £0 Shop tne labor. 

Gave mé €& Goélkceil of cruges. 

Nothing worked. [was maybe fave months pregnant and I 
Wes Lit Leow. 

Im labor and aimost fuliy dilated. 

LG BAappeus rarely, but efi6uqh. If the labor cannce be 
MeatteG, EMere LS 2USsL NO Way Che baby will tive, The 
lungs have yet to fully dewelop. One more month, then 
maybe... 

Zoe Duress bad @ look of horror om their taces. 

Kor @ few Minutes, the pains subsided and the Labor 
Seemedq tO decrease. If thoughts were words, I could 
hear a Dundred prayers at onde. The nurses, most of 
them mothers themselves, were rooting for me. 

Then my water broke. 


There would be nothing that anyone could do. 


a 


The drugs were stopped, and labor kicked in hard. 
Within ten minutes, Rachel Summerland Reneer was in my 
arms . 

Everybody left the room except one nurse. 

Her name was Josie, she was from El Salvador and knew 
very J20tle Eaqiish. 

But no words were needed. 

Josie placed 4 tiny pink ¢<ap on Rachel, 

I would hold my daughter for the next twenty minutes. 
Ii Would take that long, the doctor said, fer ber to 
stop breathing. 

2nen ner little heart would stop, and my baby would 
wait for me in heaven with her father. 

I looked at Josie, and she looked at me. Two women 
from different parts of the world, from different 
backgrounds, different families. My baby was dying -- 
we both understood and felt what words could never 


express. 


4 


Tne hospital has a procedure for disposing of a 
stiliborn's remains. I would have Ero" eer iois: ibd 
Rachel was NOL a SLilibern baby. 

i insisted upon the issuance of a birth and death 
cerrlificate, and had the Frank Campbell Funeral Home 
PlLepere my precious daughter for burial. 

Nobody said anything, not my family, not my friends, 
mot the people wath whom I worked -——~ but they all 
Chougnhe Ll was crazy, 1 e6uld. tell. 

Rachel would have been a Pisces. 

Aquamarine would have been her birthstone. 

Rachel and I would have been so good for each other! 
Totes days later, 1 feok £he ferry to Staten Island 
Cemetery. Her small white casket was already in place 
and a Chaplein was on His way, they said. 

2* oO a2nvited mo ane. the workers SLoOd LO the side, and 
alter a while it was clear there would be no chaplain. 
AQ ObVLOUS Milx—- Wp. 

NO matter. J] opened my Bible to the twenty-third psalm 


ang begen bo read, “The Lord is my shepherd, I shali 


ales 


not want,” and so on. I read several other passages 
from the Bible and, after a half-hour or SG, J was 
done. 

Ur tChonoht I wes. 

it was windy and leaves were moving about us that day. 
i Wasnt sure T Gould make it from the cometery Lo. ny 
apartment. I was weak at the knees and cannot remember 
a time in my life when I felt so much sorrow. 

As I placed the Bible in my handbag, I tock ower fhe 
copy of “Memoir Noir” I'd purchased at the Strand and 
Curnea to the page where the little boy reads from his 
dead mother's diary, in which she'd inserted a poem she 
had come across, a poem that had touched her. 

And I read, to my daughter Rachel, and to mMyeel Ey, your 
words: 

“The time will come 

when, with elation, 

you will greet yourself ara Vang 

at your Own GOOr, 2n your own mirror, 


ang Sach Will smile at the cther's welcome, 


oe x 


and Say, Sit here. Eat. 
You wiil love again the strangér who was your self. 
Give wine. Give bread. Give back your heart 


Lo Leeei. te the Stranger who has loved you 


all your life, whom you ignored, 


who knows you by heart. 


Peel your own image from the mirror. 


JLt. Feast on your Lite! @ 


Il then wept Lor my daughter, anc for myself, and left 
her there that day and returned to iy eperimen. to 
Savor what I'd lost and found of my own self. 

I would indeed make it. 

AG £Or almost thirty years, I've wanted to thank you 
from the DOLLOM Of my heart . 

For being there that day and on so many others. 


And now here you are, seated so close. 


Loe 


How could IL - ever begin to tell you, to express in 


WOrds... 
No..alil that would come from my mouth would be: “I've 
Been euco @ fan, Mr. Hanley. I" we reed every one of 


your novels; Mz, Hanley.” 

Ano. you would smile, perhaps, and say thank you, ma*am. 
Jhen you would gG about your life as hefore. 

HOw COULG J ever teil you wither: putting you on the 
‘spot? WLEOOUE PULLING you Cre? 

Tae whet you did... 

My Deby daed, Mr. Hanley. 


ANG Lt Was you who soothed me. 


12-A. THE MAN: 


i suggest we forget Sai abou: Fiignts £6 San Prancianc 
and Denver and hop aboard the shuttic Liga Ee ae. 
You end mé, pretty lady. 

Why Hot? 


We're Here already, luggage in tov. 


74, 


i Say Lét your womanizing pilot waste time with his 
LiCl le disciples, bie bimbos, end let's you and FT @ar 
On WEE -Ehnes:. 

ASS Vou Up LO Such ap adventure? 

Soall I just surprise you, or may I offer a snippet of 
our impromptu itinerary? 

Okay. We arrive at LAX, where we hop aboard the 
elPpoOrt bins, Whilen ghall drop us at Vario Airlines. 

iy Creed Martin, who Works iff the offee behind the 
Check) COUnLEr, Will have hae toiend Phillis arrange 
SMNeEProency Visas For us. 

WS @Pe Sealed, you and IT, ian the first-class cabin, 
Sipping champagne and making a toast to our new life. 
Upon Genta? im Buenos Aires, we gO On 4& shopping 
expedition and buy you a wardrobe befitting your 
engaging personality and new locale. 

It's late morning and we've been up all night talking, 
playing catch-up with our lives. Neither ome of us is 


La. red. 


YO 


With your Argentine wardrobe in your new set of 
luggage, we check into the hotel. Our room is on the 
seventeenth floor and overlooks the city. 

GUL Lars dinner foOgether 14 an the soom- 

That lavender dress that looks so good on you now looks 
éven better draped over the Chair beside our bed. 

The following day, ho, perhaps two or three days later, 
We GSpart for a lithle fishing town, where we will 
eventuaily marry, called Faojose dos Campos. 

I*ll buy you an ice cream cone before we take our first 
boat ride. There will be many ice cream cones in our 
lifetime. 

My son and his martini olive will fly down and everyone 
will be happy. 

f'il watch as you take in the smells and sounds Faojose 
qos Campos ed your new Life, 

Perhaps we'id mowe there. 

Wherever we live, we will plant flowers. 


Time is fleeting! 


oe . 


If we get on our planes and never meet, what is to be 
gained? Nothing. 

To be lost? Everything! 

“Now from his breast into his eyes the ache 

of longing mounted, and he wept at last, 

DLS cCear wide, clear and fazthtiul, if His arms, 
longed for as the sun-warmed earth 

is longed for by a Swimmer 

spent in rough water 

where his ship went down. 

Few men can keep alive ina big surf, 

CO Crew, oi oy, ai) “pes, 

knowing the abyss behind. 

And so she, too, rejoiced, 

her gaze upon her husband, 

her white arms round him 

pressed as though forever.” 

Come with me, Giovanna Alviste. 


Ome wWLih me, whosver you axte.. 


T és 


12-B. THE WOMAN: 

1 teave @ sister, Jill, whe isves in London. She's 
Seven years younger than I am. 

We keep talking about other people because we're made 
Up Of other people, don't you agree? 

As a writer, you know that better than anyone. 

My suster lives in London, in a@ handsome flat in the 
Horch ena Gi Tew. 

ie Dallweay im fer building 1s paved with whité, beige 
and black flagstones. 

she’s been Living in her building for fifteen vears, 
anc 202 Ti tteen years, my sister Jill has only steoped 
on tae light-colored flagstones, alternating, AeCorcng 
to a very precise and never varying formula, between 
white and beige. 

Never, in fifteen years, has she stepped on a black 
flagstone. 

and eaenyoooy With her as forbidden to step on the black 
flagstones, which are somehow more tempting than the 


Ochners. 


ae. 


As you can imagine, this makes dating a man nearly 
impossible. 

When my sister inadvertently passes the doorman, on 
whom she's never dared impose her ban, she closes her 
eyes so as not to witness his sacrilege. 

She told me she was petitioning the Resident's 
Association to have him replaced because, and I quote, 
“he was an irresponsible man who, in defiance of all 
common sense, was pulverizing the chessboard.” 

My siete: Jill, who 28 studying to be 2 theracisl, 15 
convinced that the world order depends on the 
flawlessness of her passage. 

o world order whieh comprises all possible yourneys, 
including, Mr. Hanley, ours in this waiting area of the 
fale Barbara ALEpoLrt. 

And if, in turn, I am bold enough to finally address 
you, it will be because, in the great labyrinth of 
life, my Sister or I, according to the rules, have 
somehow happened to stand on the correct stone. 


Okay. Enough phitosophizing. 


oa. 


We're beyond all that. Time for action. 

i*m taking ob the book. 

[She takes “Hopeless Romantic” out of her handbag] 
tere, £ dag-2e. 

The funny thing would be if he didn't even notice. 
(ome Of, Beth. Employ 2 LILi be cunning 18 Lhe way you 
read. 

NOE £66 ODVLOUS, DBUL Obvidus enough. 

Discreet, but unmistakably strong on presence. 

My heart 1s pounding. 

Will he notice me? 


I'm twelve-years-old again! 


13-A. THE MAN: 

How manhy Limes an my youth did J thank, ab, when I’m 
Sixty, there will be happiness -— calm —= no more 
brelense! 

Now what's it look like? 


Nothing's changed at all. 


80. 


If we didn't care what people said to us, why would we 
struggle Of 1M a Protession which is at the merey of 
outside opinion? 

An old man completely exposed to the judgment of his 
contemporaries. Condemned, whatever he may say, to try 
EO Dit 2 good face on 21. 

But for whose benefit? 

She's reading. 

Giovanna Alviste is reading... 

—J06"°S reading “Hopeless Romantic’!!! 

EREraorei nary... 

Where..what..what page has she got to? 

Page..looks like page...120...? 

Unbelievable...! 

ip ae Juv.eoltan’s In the kitehen. 

He's already met Swegles. She must have read the 
chapter about the counting mania. Or else she’s in the 
mideie mf 1G and dosesn*t think it's funny. 

NO, GALS Wollan would be Jaucghing, T'm sure of it. She 


must have gone past it. 


Ol. 


Tou couldn't Pead about tae counting mania without at 
beast Str ta5o . 

Bie is Sinai 

She's smiling! 

pae"*s 2m the middle of it! 

Holtan meéis Sweqles whe talks to him about his 
counting mania, which HOLtan also Secreciy suifers from 
=> One OF taty things ne Ssuciers. from. 

Donn @0ere ec fer so insistently. You'll break ber 
SOnCEHRTraLion. 

Bee heord oar yy... 

She doesn't know who I am. 

NO, OL Gourse for. 

Spe wouLdn't Just be innecentiy reading like that. She 
doesn't know who I am. 

Why Oidn’t she start reading when she got here? Tack 
of interest? 

No. Just iook at her expression. 


And such a pretty face. 


spay 


A pretty face for whose benefit? For whose benefit, my 


dear Hanley? 


Why, for hers, for your unforeseen traveling companion, 


this silent woman sent to you by fate, the focus of 


your beseeching gaze. 


She's reading “Hopeless Romantic.” 


1i"S realty boo muck. 


I knew she was an intelligent woman. 


Shall I remain anonymous? 
Why wasn't she reading it 
Because she has things to 
In Denver, she's going to 
The lying, cheating pilot 


what she's all about. 


ail this time? 
CHiInk about. 
break up with the pilot. 


who doesn't grasp a sliver of 


She was thinking about methods of breaking up. 


About turns of phrase to use when breaking up. In 





DOGLE Pelarionswig =“— 17 ou Gan call 2b than — 


they've always weighed their words. 


oS) 


pie"*S going to break up with the pilot; and “Hopeless 
Romantic” is the book she's chosen as witness to this 
MOM . 

Ll @¢oi..c Speax fo her, After ali, thas particular 
SilUaLLoOnM;, Io’ Ss The Gest acée=bpreaker there is. 

NO, 2"°S the second best. Hugh Heiner claims that 
sexual intercourse is the number one ice-breaker. 
L*il remain anonymous. I. must. 

Bat Safren’t 1 tabely to feel S6me sart:. of bitcetness? 
Why deprive myself of a simple pleasure? 

Because I"m a coward, that's why. 

Isn’t the benefit I might derive from this strange 
occurrence, by simply remembering it and passing it on 
to others, satisfaction enough? 

No, 1Eh7S Not enough. 


I have to reveal myself. 


13-B. THE WOMAN: 
I'm net kidding, Mr. Hanley. Before £ go (6 my Dlene, 


before I leave this little world we currently share, 


84. 


you wili hear of my desire to travel with you -- and 
you will laugh, or at least smile == that is, if you're 
the man I believe you to be. 

i eonld pot be wrong about someone I've felt I have 
known for almost thirty years. 

Whee DeULer places than am airport to tell you this? 

Ano thas SSerion of your book... 

“wns Tac as Wy Gaueghber's concerned, Holten,. =. consider 
myself unclean. I've always been afraid of infecting 
ber. . Was tadving up the kitonen when 1 Spetted 4 
elLice Of lime,  Lobieker vt. Ll) Like the Geers oe 

TSni Ge We Of Mexiego. I put at back on the tebie., I 
Ssa10 TO myseli, you cant leave it there, contaminated, 
Wheres anyens could pick It up. You @an’i Fhrow:- it 
away, it cost you a dollar seventy-five, it's a lime, 
and tight fow they're out of season end hard to come 
Dy. bo 1 DLE ante 2t and Ghewed 2t Ghtil if was xseady 
LO be thtows dway.  Diiring these Five minutes of dral 


acsdity, 2 took the opportunity to tally up the number 


Ou « 


of cupboard handles in the room, items which curiously 
enough I had never previously counted.” 

How strange that I was telling you about my sister. 
inLe Counting Mania, as you CAaLT 1, 28 eeacliy wast. iy 
Sister suffers from. 

My Sietler if Lhe vicrim of €ounbing manta and, to that 
extent, she's also part of your universe. 

Whee you write about is so familiar to me! 

And you're so far away. 

I've made a mistake, I'm afraid. 

you're wot gqoung LO speak to ne. 

There was a time, Mr. Hanley, when I had no need to get 
WEADDEO Up 19 books And handbags and failures of nerves. 
I was once beautiful and that spoke for me. 

He's seen me. 

He's watching me. 

He's seen the book. 

Here we go. 

i gidnh't wear my lavender dress for nothing. 


i Olan. Come tO this BL Pport Lor mokhing . 


oO. 


Nothing *s for mothing. 
Can't you make this easy for me, Mr. Hanley? 
Cant You speak to me? 


Won't you just take me away with you? 


14. THE MAN: 

A Tamous author qoes to the eiroort and finds himeel st 
seated opposite an unknown woman who's reading his 
latest book. 

GOod subject Lor 4a short story. 

A p2Zt old-fashioned. 

Coula hieave been written by -- by whom? 


JOON Updikey No.2 would have to contain the word 


Faooie. 

PHIPIIG ROTH? Perhaps -- L always get those two 
confused. 

igeac Singer? Yes. Derinitely. Iseac Bashéevis Singer 


would be ideal. He was a crafty little devil. 


The men’s tntimidated. 


aus 


A man who prides himself on having outgrown such 
childishness is suddenly touched by the indelicacy of 
the situation. 

The woman's attractive. 

Actually, quite beautiful. 

Would he be intimidated if the woman wasn't attractive? 
If the woman wasn't attractive, he would withdraw into 
his distaste for what's called the public -- that breed 


never to be encountered. 


bec’ s be Honest. You"we newer dona anyrning for no 
Feason. You don"t ereate in a void. You relish the 
aACECRTE16n |! 


You place messages in bottles and cast them into the 
Sea, Gesperately hoping for a response - 

To approach this woman is to experience the Mecic of 
PoBsibals fy. 

Woaet to say. 

‘When to say it. 

The Bicycle Approach... 


[Loe Gurns to hers] 


88. 


Excuse tie... 

How would you account for the need to invent or dream 
Uo ouher JAvweae end othar Si tGations? 

Ten’. at Shough quite simoly to exist? 


Wheat do you think? 


THE WOMAN : 


First of ali, I den't know what you mean by “quite 
Simply to é6xist. ” 


TneBe's nO such Ching as quite simoly. 


THE MAN: 


That book you're holding. It dust se hapoens I've read 


it as well -- 


THE WOMAN: 


On, Dpealiy? 


THE MAN: 


DO you lake it? 


og. 


THE WOMAN: 
It, NOt Sire © can answer such a biunt question. «You 


Gee. This 18 420 aubnaor I'we been cinse to for some 


rime. 


THE MAN: 


You Aas well. 


THE WOMAN: 


You as well? 


THE MAN: 

For some time. Yes. What have you read? 

THE WOMAN: 

“ihe Bicycle Approach,” .. “Tha Pink House on Banner 
pVvenae,” .. “HLESG Comes Love,” . “fae Lest Room 17 


DOW Ope eo i - Bie ee 


20. 


THE MAN: 


Did you like “Memoir Noir?” 


THE WOMAN: 


Yes..Vvery much. kor me, it's the most moving. What 





about you? 


THE MAN: 


L £SMEMmper 1b as being quite a personal book, 


THE WOMAN: 

temp Lies whet 0d say. Personal, . LS supposed to 
pe @ LlLeGtional auLebiography, but = doubt it wees 
entirely made up. The author must have lived a goad 


Dat OF LE; particulerly as a child, to have written 


such a personal book. 


THE MAN: 


Could be. 


a. 


THE WOMAN: 
bod T"d also have to Say the book was inevitable. It 


must have felt inevitable to the man who wrote it. 


THE MAN: 


2OU Cen" = always write like that. 


THE WOMAN: 


NO. Cm sure. 


THE MAN: 


YOu Can Only ley yourself naked once, 


THE WOMAN: 


OF eourea. 


[pause] 


THE MAN: 


You don't want to talk to mé about this book 


Oe 


THE WOMAN : 


D Gani, Babe AQOUr Le berore® I've finished 2... 


THE MAN: 


Yes, you Can. 1 Mean, the ending is of no 


Significance. 


THE WOMAN: 

Well.the book is written like all the cthers in that If 
Miss toe things ties have vet £o ocean. 

Poets Co me, 28 Bie Aaec. 

BSepectially 1m this book. Il says the Same thing fo. mé 
a5 Chet paantiang. It's given me, Once agaih, 4 
nostalgia for what's never taken place. A nostalgia 


for what might happen. 


THE MAN: 


I see, 


aS 


THE WOMAN: 


Doss 1. deal with amything else? 


THE MAN: 


Don": you Limd it irritatingly repetitious? 


THE WOMAN: 


Yes. But 1 pever read him without being irritated. 


Me S 42 Geeply iftatating writer. 


THE MAN: 


ne OCSrrainiy is. 


THE WOMAN: 


Ou Tino him irritating as well? 


THE MAN: 


teas RLEGNGIY orritecing. Are wou going ta Denver? 


94, 


THE WOMAN: 
Yes. 


[Pause] 


THE MAN: 


He's a Lkriceating writer and in my wiew a minor 


writer. You're quite wrong to interest yourself in 
ia. 

THE WOMAN: 

ITPitatimg, yes. Winer, abselutely not. 

THE MAN: 


He's a selfish little busybody who's never been able to 
LUT & singie Moment imte an eternity, which is the 
mark of a poet. 

He writes about how things will be because the present 
tense scares him. 

He's deathly afraid of the here and now. 


He can't speak of death except cynically. 


Ss 


He complains about the crowd and the masses. 

He's never known how to describe man's happiness, and 
the only sadness he can talk about is his own, about 
woieh he 1s maniacally and irvritatingly repetitious! 
pod, it Bll That 2sn"*t enough, thera’s teat sentence he 
pretends to envy in an elégy by Borges: 

“On the other side of the door, aman made out of love, 
out of time, and out of loneliness has just been 
weeping in Buenos Aires for everything that is.” 

You see, Michael Hanley has never known how to weep for 


everyCaing Chat 16. 


[Silence] 

THE WOMAN : 

Well. — = 1 Ebink you're Being very unitary... 

Buk == 2T don't believe you mean it, Since you Said all 


that with the kind of effrontery which implies the 
exact opposite. 
In “The Last Room in Town,” he sees a young, homeless 


woman in the subway. She is Tilthy, covered in debris 


pos 


[rom Need UG [é6é. Sues crying as she Looks At a 
poster for the Miss America Pageant. She has slippers 
on her feet and her ankles are bruised and swollen. 
Tne author describes her feet, ber slappers, the 
bruised and swollen skin, her attempt to straighten her 
Hair 14m Cromnt Gf the poster as a train roars by -—- her 
WooOle Lite 86 petrectiy etched, in just five. Lines... 

in “MemoLe Noir,” he talks about the little bey who 
hides at the top of the stairs in Lie dark HReliway, 
trying bo overhear the grown-ups if the kitchen below. 
When they speak of his mother's suicide, he quickly 
EUnS €D His Heom and sits on the bed; his hands cupped 
OvVGr HIS €4rs. He rocks back and forth, and hums 
Loudly, trying to drown out any more voices fron 
downstairs. 

and 20 “Hopeless Romantic,” come to that, well already 
there*s that elderly woman, Mrs. Badami, who has Lunch 
by herself every Sunday at the Barnegat Light Hotel. 
She's an overweight widow, plastered with make-up, her 


halr is dyed red and she wears her best lavender dress. 


aT. 


[Ne prings candy Lo pass ot £6 the Ghildren who arrive 


with their parents after church. 


Yet, behind her back she is sneered at and ridiculed by 


everybody. 

Newerthneless, Mrs. Bacami is deseribéd as “a most 
benoer Scul.2S Bincness LCSelr, # 

Oh..there have been hundreds of moments like eternity... 
Moments that have made me weep..moments that have 
soothed me and helped me to feel whole again... 

Moments that have prowided hope, for myself, for the 
word, end Ger ad Living Chings. 

fg thet 26 why — Mr. Hanley =-—- that is why 1 have 
loved you .. 

Ang tnat is why in another life == and I say “in 
anotiver lite” S60 €25 not Lo 6tibarnass you in the “here 
and now” ~- I would have dropped everything, on a 
momenL' Ss Hotice, and journeyed with you te the ends of 


Loe Barth... 


a. 


[THE MAN slowly turns towards THE WOMAN. After a 


moment, he smiles. And then .. together .. they laugh! | 


LIGHTS BAO. 


THE END 


